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Sometimes there's a real dark side to technological advances :-) 


Swan Song Executive Department Meeting 

Started |:24 PM Tuesday, 07/12/04 (7 December 2004) 
Users online: ladypage, jpp, jpjones, maddog 

maddog: hey Pagey, who was the hot babe? 

jpp: what hot babe? 

maddog: the one you were talking to downstairs 


jpp: That was no hot babe, that was Maddy's idiot cousin's girlfriend 


ladypage: Hey guys, let's get started 


Jpjones: wait. That yob is going out with HER? Yowsa.. 

ladypage: Guys.. 

Jpp: Jonesy, she can't string three bloody words together coherently 
ladypage: Yo, guys.. 

maddog: sounds like they're perfectly matched 

ladypage: Pretty please? 

Jpp: as long as they don't breed 

ladypage: SHUT THE %'$$ %-lll UPI 

jpp: Luv? 

Jpjones: Mad, don't yell 

ladypage: okay, now that | have everyone's attention, let's get started :-) 
Jpp: Percy's not online yet 


ladypage: | know, but we've got a ton of stuff to go over - the xmas party, the office equipment upgrade, 
stuff like that. So, any ideas what we're getting Peter for xmas? 


Jpjones: we need to decide what kind of cake for the party, too. 
ladypage: shit, that's right... 

maddog: | have an idea that could solve both problems 

Jpp: not again... 

maddog: where's your sense of adventure, pageycakes? 

jpp: don't call me that 

ladypage: what's your idea? 


jpp: don't encourage him, luv 


maddog: how do you flip someone the bird online? 

Jpjones: what idea? 

maddog: well, say we get him a hooker for the evening, but we hide her in the cake? 

ladypage: his wife is going to be there, Bonzo. 

maddog: so? 

ladypage: what's the smiley for slapping someone silly? 

*percyplant has joined* 

ladypage: Percival! Just in time! What are we getting Peter for Christmas? 

percyplant: | thought we were sending him and Gloria to Aruba? 

ladypage: that sounds good 

maddog: | still like my idea better 

percyplant: we could always do both 

Jpp: do you even know what his idea is? 

maddog: stay out of this, Pageycakes 

jpp: do NOT fucking call me that 

ladypage: we'll go with Aruba. Moving on.. 

maddog: | still like my idea better 

ladypage: MOVING ON TO THE NEXT TOPIC GUYS | want to remind everyone that we all need to do our part to 
conserve energy wherever possible - so can we please make sure the lights are off when we leave for the 
day? Along with the coffeepot? ESPECIALLY along with the coffeepot? | really don't fancy burning the building 
down 


Jpjones: that was your husband's doing 


jpp: was not 


maddog: was too 
jpp: was not 
percyplant: was too 
jpp: was not 
jpjones: was too 
jpp: was not 
maddog: was too 
jpp: was not 
ladypage: a-HEM... 


percyplant: next time Pagey falls asleep in the conference room, maybe we can build a little hydroelectric 


generator for his drool? 

Jpp: | do NOT drool - unless Maddy's wearing a miniskirt, that is. 
percyplant: then we ALL drool 

maddog: or foam at the mouth 

jpjones: more the latter 

ladypage: as much l'm enjoying having my arse buttered up like corn on the cob.. 
maddog: interesting mental picture 

jpp: last tango in Sussex 

ladypage: you wish 

Jpp: actually, | do 

ladypage: later, Jimmy. Later.. 


JPP: you promise? 


ladypage: James Patrick Pagel 

Upp: sorry, luv 

ladypage: anyway, that aside, the next item on our list is-- 

jpjones: hold it, that was just getting interesting 

percyplant: meetings aren't supposed to be interesting 

ladypage: Exactly. Business is business and business must grow. Regardless of crummies in tummies, you know. 
maddog: let me guess. You've been reading Dr. Suess to Scarlet again. 


ladypage: Yeah. "The Lorax" over and over and over. Kind of depressing reading about the Once-Ler wrecking 


that gorgeous forest night after night after night.. 

maddog: Just be glad it isnt "Fox In Socks." 

ladypage: LOL - no, make that ROTFLMAO.. 

maddog: your time is gonna come, lady 

Jpjones: you know, | bet he really needs the butter now to squeeze though the back door 
ladypage: who? 

percyplant: say fucking what? 

Jpjones: Marlon Brando. Have you seen a picture of him lately? He looks like a fucking blimp. 
ladypage: not nice, Jonesy 

jpp: don't you mean zeppelin? 


ladypage: you know, if | killed them, the court would take one look at the transcript of this and rule it 
justifiable homicide.. 


maddog: hint hint. 


percyplant: so--about this next item on our list? 


ladypage: Oh, that? Well, it was going to be spiel about how computers have made the office more focused and 


productive. 
Jpones: my ass 


ladypage: yeah, exactly. Anyway, while we're on the topic, | need to remind everyone to please mind the size of 


their email attachments. 

jpp: that's what we're calling it now, luv? An email attachment? ;-) 

ladypage: very freaking funny. Anyway, getting back to the original subject, the next time someone needs to 
email a "graphic" file to Dunfermline, say, please save it as a jpeg and not a bitmap. It'll take up a lot less 


space. 


Jpp: and another thing, please mind that set as wallpaper option | didn't really fancy having my wallpaper 
changed - especially to that 


jpjones: what was "that?" 

Jpp: you don't want to know. Trust me 

ladypage: please. And don't forget to thank Jeanine for getting the new color printer up and running. BTW, she 
said you might smell something funny for a couple of weeks as it breaks in, so don't freak out if you walk in 
there and think you smell something burning. However, if you actually do see something burning, let someone 
know. Like, quickly. 

maddog: how will we know it's not just Percy thinking? 

percyplant: you want to end up wearing a drum, Bonzo, just keep it up 


maddog: you and what army? 


ladypage: | don't like this virtual conferencing thing. | can't reach across the table and knock their heads 
together... 


